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But she was humming the popular tune the orchestra was playing,
bending her head towards Simon.

"Sylvaine, do you hear that?" said Lulu. "Lartois has just said Pm
quite capable of having a child. He says I'm in my prime. Little girl,
I want to have a child with you!'5

Sylvaine looked enquiringly at the doctor, then gave a high-pitched
laugh.

"Why, what's funny about that?" Lulu asked. cTm giving you a,
great proof of my love."

"Don't talk nonsense, Lulu/5 she said.

"What do you mean, nonsense? Are you trying to say that..."

His voice became resentful and angry; she felt that things were going
wrong.

"But, of course, darling Lulu, of course you're capable of having
one," she said. "But I don't want one. What would I do with a
child? Think of my career. Besides, a child is very expensive!"

She had put her arm round his neck and was insinuating herself back
into his good graces.

"Well, I want one to infuriate Schoudler. He makes me sick with
his crowd of brats. That's why!" he said. "Listen, little girl, if you
have a child by me, I'll give you a million!"

Sylvaine started and looked at him strangely.

"No, no, I'm not drunk," Lulu insisted . "I mean it, A million, fifty
thousand louis, at once, in cash, on the day of the birth."

And taking the whole table to witness, he cried: "Do you hear, all of
you! I'll give this girl a million if she has a child by me."

There were cries, exclamations, laughter.

"Bravo!"

"Splendid, when's it to be?"

"Who's to be godfather?"

Proud of himself, Lulu stuck out his chest and laughed between his
long yellow teeth.

"Put it down in black and white," said Sylvaine in the middle of
the hubbub.

"That's it, a document, a contract for the archives!" cried Simon.
"There's a man after my own heart!"

He took a piece of paper from his pocket and watched Lulu Mau-
blanc write out his promise in due form.

The atmosphere before Simon's eyes seemed to quiver like rising
steam. The faces about him appeared to be floating and suddenly^
changing their position. But in fact none mattered to him any more
except Sylvaine's. Simon was at the stage of drunkenness that engenders
not only a fixed desire but the devilish cunning to assuage it. He wanted
the girl that very night and was determined to hang on to the couple
for as long as mie-ht be Wossary. Only two things could thwart him,
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